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'No!1

41 should have thought Bertram would have seduced
you by this time. Then let us try. Montairy will give
you oue of his cigarettes, so mild that his wife never finds
him out.1

CHAPTER  IV.

THE breakfast-room at Brentham was very bright. It
opened on a garden of its own, which, at this season, was
so glowing, and cultured into patterns so fanciful and
finished, that it had the resemblance of a vast mosaic.
The walls of the chamber were covered with bright draw-
ings and sketches of our modern masters, and frames of
interesting miniatures, and the meal was served on half-a-
dozen or more round tables, which vied with each other in
grace and merriment; brilliant as a cluster of Greek or
Italian republics, instead of a great metropolitan table, like
a central government absorbing all the genius and re-
sources of the society.

Every scene in this life at Brentham charmed Lothair,
who, though not conscious of being of a particularly
gloomy temper, often felt that he had, somehow or other,
hitherto passed through life rarely with pleasure, and
never with joy.

After breakfast the ladies retired to their morning-room,
and the gentlemen strolled to the stables, Lord St. Alde-
gonde lighting a Manilla cheroot of enormous length. As
Lothair was very fond of horses, this delighted him. The
stables at Brentham were rather too far from the house,
but they were magnificent, and the stud worthy of them.
It was numerous and choice, and, above all, it was useful.
It could supply a readier number of capital riding horses
than any stable in England. Brentham was a great riding